BOSWELL'S LIFE OF JOHNSON
minster Justice. Welch, who imagined that he was exalting
himself in Dr Johnson's eyes by using big words, spoke in a
manner that was utterly unintelligible to the boy; Dr John-
son perceiving it, addressed himself to the boy, and changed
the pompous phraseology into colloquial language. Sir
Joshua Reynolds, who was much amused by this procedure,
which seemed a kind of reversing of what might have been
expected from the two men, took notice of it to Dr Johnson,
as they walked away by themselves. Johnson said, that it was
continually the case; and that he was always obliged to
translate the Justice's swelling diction, (smiling,) so as that his
meaning might be understood by the vulgar, from whom in-
formation was to be obtained.
Sir Joshua once observed to him, that he had talked above
the capacity of some people with whom they had been in
company together. *No matter, Sir, (said Johnson;) they con-
sider it as a compliment to be talked to, as if they were wiser
than they are.'
Johnson's dexterity in retort, when he seemed to be driven
to an extremity by his adversary, was very remarkable. Of
his power in this respect, our common friend, Mr [William]
Windham, of Norfolk,3 has been pleased to furnish me with
an eminent instance. However unfavourable to Scotland, he
uniformly gave liberal praise to George Buchanan, as a
writer. In a conversation concerning the literary merits of the
two countries, in which Buchanan was introduced, a Scotch-
man, imagining that on this ground he should have an un-
doubted triumph over him, exclaimed, eAh, Dr Johnson,
what would you have said of Buchanan, had he been an
Englishman?' cWhy, Sir, (said Johnson, after a little pause,)
I should not have said of Buchanan, had he been an English"
man, what I will now say of him as a Scotchman, - that he
was the only man of genius his country-ever produced.'
And this brings to my recollection another instance of the
same nature. I once jreminded him that when Dr Adam
Smith was expatiating on the beauty of Glasgow, he had cut
him short by saying, Tray, Sir, have you ever seen Brent-
ford?' and I took the liberty to add, 'My dear Sir, surely that
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